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POEMS BY CHILDREN 



THE PURPLE GRAY 

Star like a little candle, 

Moon like a silver sickle 
Which has lost its handle, 

Glows that downward trickle, 
Clouds that are pinkened by the glimmer of the faintly-blinking sun ; 

Shadows across the road, 

Scurries in the bushes — 
Made perhaps by a toad 

Or a stone one pushes, 
Lamp-light faintly shining through the twitching vines; 

After sunset glows 

In the purple gray — 
Gray that no one knows, 
Parting of the day: 
That's when grayish, trickling, drowsy things are dreamed. 

Arvia MacKaye 

SONGS 



Rosy plum-tree, think of me 

When Spring comes down the world. 

II 

There's dozens full of dandelions 

Down in the field: 

Little gold plates, 

Little gold dishes in the grass. 

I cannot count them, 

But the fairies know every one. 

Ill 

Oh wrinkling star, wrinkling up so wise, 
When you go to sleep do you shut your eyes? 
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